
If any be, as truftmenonel know, 

By planting Lewie in the V furpers roome : 

That is the caufe of all our prefence here. 

This on the holy Altar we proteft, 

To aide the right of Lems with goods and life. 

Who on our knowledge is in armes for England, 
What fay you Lords ? 

Sal. As Pembrooke faith, affirmeth Salisbury ; 

Fairs Lewis of France that fpoufed Lady Blanch, 
Hath title of an vneonrroulcd ftrength 
To England, and what longeth to the Crowne: 

In right whereof, as we are true inform’d. 

The Prince is marching hitherward in armes. 

Our purpofe, to conclude that with a word, 

Is to inueft him as we may deuife, 

King of our countrey, in the tyrants ftead: 

And fo the warrant on the Altar fworne, 

And fothe intent for which we hither came. 

Baft. My Lord of Salisbury, I cannot couch 
My fpeeches with the need full words of arc. 

As doth befeeme in fuch a waighty worke, 

But what my confcience and my duty will, 

I purpofe to impart. 

For Chcfters exile, blame his bufie wit. 

That medled where his duty quite forbade: 

For any priuate caufes that you haue, 

Me thinkes they fhould notmount to fuch a height^ 
As todepofeaKing in their reuenge. 

For Arthurs death, 10. fohhw&s innocent, 

He defperate was the deathfman to himfelfe. 
Which you,to mate a colour to your crime, 

V niuftly doe impute to his default, 

But where felT raitorifme hath rcfidence. 

There wants no words to fet defpight on worke. 

I fay tis fname,and worthy all reproofe. 

To wreflfuch petty wrongs in tearmes of right, 


of Kjftg fohn. 

. a King annointed by the Lord, 

WhV Salsburie admit the wrongs are true, 

Yet fubiefts may not take in hand reuenge. 

And rob the heauens of their proper power, 

Where fitteth heeto whom reuenge belongs. 

And doth a Pope, a Prieft,a man of pride, 

Giuc charters for the Hues of lawfull Kings, 

What can he blefte,or who regards his curfe, 
gut fuch as giuc to man, and takcfromGod? 

I fpeake it in the fight of God aboue, 

Theres no t a man that dyes in your beleefe. 

But fels his foule perpetually to paine. 

Aid Lewis, leaue God, kill lohn, pleafe hell, 

Make hauock of the welfare of your foules. 

For hecre 1 leaue you in the fight of hcauen, 

A troope of tray tors food for hcllifh fiends; 

If you dcfiff,then follow me as friends, , 

If not then doc your worft as hatefull tray tors. 

For Lewis his l ight, alas tis too too Ismc, 

A fenfleffe chime, if truth bee titles friend. 

Inbriefe if this be caufe of our refort, 

Our pilgrimage is to the Diucls fiirinc. 

I came notLords to Koupc as tray tors doc. 

Nor will I counfell in fo bad acaufe: 

Pleafe you returnc, we goe againe asfriends. 

If not, I to my King.Sc you where traitors pleafe. Exit. 
Fercif. A hot young man,and fo my Lords proceed, 

Ilet him goe, and better loft than found. 

c Pemb. What fay you Lords, will all the reft proceed, 
Will you all with me fwcare vpon the Alter, 

That you’l to death, bee aid to Lewis and enemy to lohn ? 
Euery man lay his hand by minc,in witnes of his harts ac- 
Well then,eueiy man to armes to meet the King, (cord. 
Who is already before London. 

Enter LMeJfenger. 

SPemb. What newes Hcrauid? 

the 
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